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and thunder of opposing Whigs and Tories.   Such detach-
ment might be congenial to Aberdeen ; but Mr. Gladstone
was not born to be a political Mercutio.   A critic said of
him that he was an ardent Italian in the custody of a Scots-
man.   The Scotsman was still uppermost;   but as the
sounds of conflict floated up to their Olympian retreat,
something was stirring in him that threatened to unseat his
inner Scotsman and disturb the prim decorum of a Peelite.
An accident of foreign travel made him aware of dark mis-
deeds in Italy; and he returned to England with an un-
comfortable certainty that the reigning house of Naples
constituted " the negation of God erected into a system of
Government,"   This was unfortunate, as such opinions were
normally confined to Palmerston.   For the reproof of Conti-
nental tyranny had been a lively speciality of his for years; and
the more decorous Conservatives were accustomed to receive
his comminations with grave disapproval.   But Mr. Glad-
stone could talk of nothing else.   Something had fired
his indignation ; the judicious Scotsman, who normally held
him in control, swayed on his throne ; and as his indigna-
tion burned, there were traces of another, a far livelier
Mr. Gladstone.   For he was almost impetuous, shocked
Aberdeen by publishing his feelings in a pamphlet, and
called on Palmerston to assure him that " the Neapolitan
is a Governo infernale, and that, as a gentleman and a
Christian, he feels it his duty to make known what he has
seen of its proceedings."   This outburst was not without
its influence on Gladstone's political alignment, since it
brought him closer to Palmerston.   But its significance
was deeper as a revelation of the fires that burnt within
him, of a capacity for deep emotion in noble causes that
lay concealed beneath that somewhat prim exterior.   Here
was a second Mr. Gladstone, neither Oxford nor Liverpool,
with passions that might lie far beyond the control of
any Scotsman,

But for the moment that volcanic figure was in abeyance.
The judicious Peelite still went about his business with eyes